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Immortalitys a real pain in the neck 


"What we're standing before is The Ursuline Convent. This American Colonial style building was first established 
in [12] to house the nuns. Over the years however this building has housed more than just nuns over the 
years -" 

The tour guide paused for dramatic effect, turning to confront his group. Today he had a private tour with 
him. Four males who at the moment looked slightly bored and miserable, struggling with the humidity that 
August evening. Even though the sun had an hour ago it was taking a while to cool down. Their guide however 
smiled at the knowledge of what he was about to tell them. 

"Have any of you heard of the legend of the casket girls?" 

He asked. They shook their head no. Pete stood up a little straighter, his green t-shirt sticking uncomfortably 
to his lower back. 

"The story goes New Orleans founders asked France to send eligible ladies to make wives for the colonists. 
France obliged and these young girls were sent across the rough voyage via sea Those who survived showed 
up, bearing only as many belongings as would fit in a little ‘casket’.” 

The guide felt a surge of pride having secured the undivided attention of the men. One of them had even left 
off trying to kick a dry dog turd onto the shoe of the other one. 

"Some say these women were otherworldly beauties, too gorgeous to look upon Other accounts are not as 
flattering saying simply that they were disease ridden prostitutes. In any case these women were brought to 


this Convent-" 

He gestured over his shoulder to the huge three storied white washed building. 

"They stayed here until the nuns could arrange suitable marriages for them. But as | mentioned before these 
girls had a rough voyage over the Atlantic. Some were deathly pale. Worse some possibly contracted 
tuberculosis resulting in them coughing up blood. If you'll look up to the third floor-" 

He pointed. Up the top of the building the third story was lined with windows seal shut. 

"The windows were only boarded up after the ladies arrived. Some say to protect them from the harsh sun 
for these women were vampires!" 

The guide finished on a dramatic flourish. Pete laughed enjoying the theatrics. 

"This is where this tour ends and where | must leave you gentlemen. If you're in the mood for coffee might | 
recommend cafe du monde up on Decatur street. And their beignets are award winning" 

He enthused- just as cafe du monde had paid him to do. 

"Ah thanks, we appreciate it. And thanks for being our guide" 

Pete said, reaching into his pocket and producing money to tip him. 

"My pleasure. Oh and if you need my help with anything else at all during your stay, please don't hesitate to 
contact me" 

He held out his business card to Kenny. 

"Good luck with your concerts. | wish | could go" 

Their guide lamented, sweeping his bowler's hat off his head and patting his forehead with a hanky. 

"Maybe when we're here next time” 


Pete said good naturedly. 


They never made it as far as the cafe though the appeal of happy hour on Bourbon street proved too much 
for them to resist. As Johnny ordered the next round he didn't feel too guilty of the fact that were getting 
more acquainted with the inside of the bars than with the landmarks of New Orleans. After all they'd crossed 
that guided tour off their list now, done the touristy thing. He held the schooners above his head as he wove 
his way through the crowd back to their table. 

"I wish I'd known about that casket girls thing before we had released the bloody kisses album" 

Josh lamented then twisted in his seat to let Johnny in to his chair. Before straightening around again however 
he met the eyes of a blonde sitting at the bar with her friend. 

"Be right back" 

He murmured his excuse to his band and pushed off the stool approaching the woman 


Pete rolled his eyes and raked his large hand through his hair at Josh's antics. 


"Hey there. I'm Josh" 

He grinned at the blonde but remembered to include her brunette friend in the conversation Maybe Johnny 
would be interested. 

"Hey Josh, l'm Gabrielle and this is Bridget" 

She made the introductions, grinning at his evident enthusiasm. 

"Here-check this out" 

He picked up a slightly soggy coasted and began rolling it along the bar top. 

"Get it? It's a roller coaster" 


He explained. The two women immediately felt as though they both needed to go to the bathroom right then 


and quickly excused themselves. 

Josh let out his breath exasperated meanwhile his table of friends who had witnessed the whole spectacle 
laughed loudly and pointedly as he slunk back to join them. 

"They had to pee" 

He explained nonchalantly. 

"Yes, you seem to have that affect on ladies. Whenever you're near they're just compelled to empty their 
bowels" 

Pete laughed, slapping him on the back making Josh's drink violently slosh inside his glass. 

‘Its our first night here" 

Pete reminded him. 

"You have four nights to terrorize the wildlife" 

He attempted to console him. 

"To terrorizing the wildlife!" 

Jonny proposed, raising his glass. The others followed suit and drank to the toast. 

The men's spirits rose with the night before them. They weren't aware they were being watched. 


Blood lust and stale beer 


It was late afternoon by the time Pete awoke. The rain was lightly pelting against the window pane making it 
seem even later than what it really was. 

After showering and dressing he knocked on the neighbouring rooms to see if anyone else was awake and if not 
then to make sure they were now. 

"Rise and Shine" 

He bellowed, grateful they had the floor to themselves. Or at least he thought thats what the hotel owner had 
told them when they had checked in but as he looked up the door at the end of the hall quickly closed. He 
stood staring at it when Johnny's door immediately to his left swung open. 

"l'm up. l'm up" 

He protested 

| hate being up this early" 

Moaned Josh sticking his head out of his room, leaning his cheek against the door frame. 

"Its five in the afternoon" 

Johnny reminded him, looking a lot better for wear than the keyboardist who had dark rings under his eyes. 
"Evening" 

Called Keny as he strolled up the corridor to join them, coffee in hand. Josh groaned something unintelligible 
under his breath and rolled his forehead against the door frame, still clinging to it as if it supported him. 
"Kenny, were you just in that room down the hall?" 

Pete inquired, having not forgotten what he saw. 

"No- | was out, | went to that cafe that guy recommended, you guys should really try that place. The coffee 
is great" 

Taking that as an invitation Johnny reached out and helped himself to Kenny's cup. 

"Hey!" 

"| coulda sworn | just saw the door close" 

Pete persisted. 

"Where? Down there?" 

Kenny pointed to the door marked ‘IT: at the end of the hall. Pete nodded. 

"Well you know they say this place is haunted. Maybe its a resident ghost’ 

Kenny reasoned, forceibly taking his coffee back this mustered a weak laugh from Josh. 

"Alright. Well lets get moving we've got sound check in a couple of hours" 

Pete rallied them, shoving Josh back into his room before trailing off to his own, his gaze returning once more 


to that door before shutting his own. 


Several hours later the lights dimmed and the crowd roared as they took their positions on the small stage in 
the house of blues. One of the more intimate venues they had played and the place was at capacity. Pete 
preferred it this way, he felt more connected to the music and to the people. 

Between the final songs his eyes roamed the audience, a sea of bodies and for some reason his sights fell upon 
a woman alone at the bar. She looked out of place but not as though she was uncomfortable. The look she was 
wearing made him wonder if she had ever felt like she never belonged anywhere. He averted his gaze, dark 
curtain of hair shielding his expression as the next song picked up and he threw his attention into the music. 


The set concluded the men were ushered off the stage and to the tiny back room. 

"That was a good set" 

Kenny complimented them as he helped himself to a bottle of water and a towel. 

"| think | saw a woman get herself off in the audience during ‘Christian Woman" 

Josh remarked, wiping his underarms with the towel Johnny had just been reaching for. 

"lm going to go back out" 

Pete informed them. 

"For an encore?" 

Kenny asked, rising from his seat. They'd covered their set list for the evening. 

"No- just to the bar" 

Pete explained, catching his reflection, his shirt stained in dark patches where perspiration had pooled but he 
didn't care. 

"You sure you don't want to wait a minute- its still pretty packed” 

Johnny expressed his grievances with that idea thinking that the venue had probably been doubled its capacity 
that evening. 

‘Ill see you guys out there" 

Was all he said in response and left them. 


It was easy to make his way through the crowd, his height put him head and shoulders above anyone else. He 
could already see as soon as he entered that she was no longer sitting where he had last saw her but he 
pushed his way over there anyway as fans greeted him. 

Seated as a bar stool gallantly held his mass he allowed one woman to buy him a drink and sat and talked with 
them about the show, his eyes scanning for that familiar figure. Eventually the rest of his band emerged. The 
owner watched on looking thrilled but also concerned as the appearance of the band meant the people stayed 


on and bought drinks but Kenny's concern about the venue being over capacity had been sound. 


"That was quite a performance" Came a voice to his right, Pete twisted in his seat and was greeted by his 
mystery woman. Her blonde hair shining almost white blue under the fluorescent lights. 

‘I'm glad you enjoyed it" 

He returned her smile. 

"Can | buy you a drink?" 

He offered as her smiled turned into more of a smoulder, holding his eyes a little too long. 

"Red wine. Please" 

She remembered to included the pleasantry at the end of her sentence, only just. 

He gave their order to the bar tender and turned his attention back to her. 

"You live around here?" 

He opened. 

‘In a way" 

She responded cryptically, placing a cigarette between her burgundy lips and leaning in to allow him to light it 
with the bar matches. 

Pete laughed inwardly, stumped by her closed response but prepared to rise to the challenge. 

"Whats your name?" 


"| have many" 


She grinned, thoroughly enjoying herself, tilting her head back to exhale a plume of smoke, pale neck exposed. 

"| see" 

He responded, drawing his eyes away from travelling further down her throat to the low scoop of her velvet 
dress. 

"You may call me Donna if you wish" 

She relented, taking a sip from her glass, watching him over the rim. An unmistakable gleam in her eye like the 
way a cat watches a mouse hole. 

"Donna" 

He repeated and then lifted her hand to his lips. 

‘Its a pleasure to meet you- l'm-" 

"I know who you are” 

She cut him off before he could make the introduction She lent forward, one hand resting lightly on his thigh 
as she did so. 

‘Ive heard all about you" 

She whispered in his ear. Pete realised this wasn't the most aggressive seduction method he had had to endure 
in his years and it wasn't the most discrete either. If anyone else had tried it he might have even felt it was 
ridiculously cheesy but something about this woman carried it off. There was no sense of pretension. She knew 
what she meant. 

"Would you like to see my place?" 

She offered, leaning back out of his space and snubbing out her cigarette. 

"Yes. | would” 

He heard himself respond and he rose following her out of the club, briefly catching Kenny's eye before he 
vanished into the night with Donna. 


